The George Sand*

The words religion or Catholicism on the one hand; progress,
fraternity, democracy on the other, do not correspond to the
spiritual needs of the moment. The entirely new dogma of
equality which radicalism praises is experimentally denied by
physiology and history. I do not see the means of establish-
ing today a new principle, any more than of respecting the
old ones. Therefore I am hunting, without finding it, that
idea on which all the rest should depend.

Meanwhile I repeat to myself what Littre said to me one
day: "Ah! my friend, man is an unstable compound, and
the earth an inferior planet."

Nothing sustains me better than the hope of leaving it soon,
and of not going to another which might be worse. "I would
rather not die," as Marat said. Ah! no! enough, enough
weariness!

I am writing now a little silly story, which a mother can
permit her child to read. The whole will be about thirty
pages, I shall have two months more at it. Such is my energy,
I shall send it to you as soon as it appears (not my energy,
but the little story).

CCCIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, IN PARIS

Nohant, 12th January, 1876
My cherished Cruchard,

I want to write to you every day; time is lacking ab-
solutely. At last here is a free moment; we are buried under
the snow; it is the sort of weather that I adore: this whiteness
is like general purification, and the amusements of the house
seem more intimate and sweeter. Can anyone hate the winter
in the country? The snow is one of the most beautiful sights
of the year!

It appears that I am not clear in my sermons; I have that
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